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And it is my duty to watch over him. Even if he
were in hell, I would go and fetch him. My legs
may be failing me, but my mind thinks of nothing
but how I can get him back here.' She clasped her
thin hands and held them out to him in distress
and supplication : c Oh, don't, don't, it will be your
undoing.'
She spoke to Frans about it too. ' Have a talk
with your brother, and try to make him see reason.
To forgive seventy times seven' is all very well, but
he isn't our dear Lord, and he's already done more
than can be expected of an ordinary man.5 But
Frans merely knitted his brows and answered :
* Ah, Jansje, you don't know him.' Frans himself
went through the Forest every morning and afternoon,
but he would walk along lost in thought, or he would
gaze up at the crows, and when he came home he
would say that he had searched everywhere. He
would try to comfort his brother, saying : * Have
faith, the worst trial passes.'
One day, when it rained continuously and the
wind'was boisterous, Werendonk sat all the time
close to the window looking up at the sky and across
the red roofs. And the following morning he
went out with the walking-stick he had bought
himself. The neighbours saw him walking with
difficulty in the direction of the Little Forest Bridge,
and craned their necks to look after him.
It was wild autumn weather ; in the Forest gusts